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And drowsy I as hemlock, inebriate,
Collapased to bottom as death unfuriate,
A gentle fragrance breeze conscious awake,
At last, you seen, at last to a drudged rake.

Oh Diana it is you, I well you known,

Come quick and stitch pockets in my shroud blo\

Not late yet, come quick and take needle,

As many you can, sew in no riddle.

In your abode hungry cry all over,
But proud for little arrogance higher,
Afraid of penury a repulsive pain,
Mental and physial pursuit invain.

Do help me to pocket my earnings hard,
Compensate laborious work regard,
Oh Diana aid me to hide my wealth,
Please stitch pocket as big as need the length.

"Be patience, be patience, greedy man old,
11A charity pocket see in your shroud,
Preserve all in your earning in socket,
The shroud with charity fly in rocket.

Repent grave sins done, hope good for next life,
Be content to calm death for your relief,
In shrciud no inserts but kindness,
Peace Dharaa protect in wilderness.

Like in need, unmoved lizard